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O rolls tho soul of Liberty
With a deop rosistless tude,

From o million brave hearts welling wp,
And pouring far and wide,

Let tho mindons of Oppresdiony
Howling, smite the air in wrath:

Na dungeot-keep, nor dagyer-blade
Can stay it i its path,

We tell you haughty Southrons,
Thaugh every Union erack,

*Tis coming like a whirlwind's march,
And yecannol keep it back!

l

There 14 uo breeze that flutters
The leaflots of your vines,

No wave in all your river-paths,
No ¢loud above your pines,

N voice amongr your bird-songs,
Nor light in all your sky,

But is iraitor to your iyrant-cause;
And Liberiy's Ally,

They teil you of her coming
With a broath ye eannot stays

Of the river-rush of chainless thought
To sweop the wrong away;

And of tho elond-like shadow
Of Freedom®s A |1gfn'1-'-\'iﬂ[{‘

The binknows of her songs of hope,
Fer the ehained nond sorrowing;

The lightnings mock the flashing
Of hier indignaunt eye,

And tho beacon-stars nre glorious types
OF her sky-like majesty.

A million hoarts nre sending
Their life-pulse throngh' her soul,
That with ever deep'ulng volume now
Seoks river-like its goal.
Her cuardinns are inunortal,
Hizh teuths that live unharmeds
A for her every hero slain,
Lieap up an hundred, armed.

The warriors of Oppression
sver shame wlong,
e red or victorious,
On the gibbey or'a throne;
But the elory of the Righteous
15 jnore, 10 theie defeat,
Thun of the ding Evil-onca
W hen their trivmphs seem complete;
And thouch the Lord's Anocinted
Should woar the crown of thorns,
Than theirs, no prouder coronal
A human brow ndorns.

Yo mav gird onr living Martyrs
With iron and with stone,

And "bar them the sweet visitings
Of the blessed air and suig

And the holier communings
With fellow-hearts deay,

Till they secmn almot as desolate
As the millians aro who ery

In your eruel houso of bondage,
o the doul and hnllow sky;

Yot the Subbath of tho --}l'll'il
Shull dawn upon them there,

And the Fruth for whieh they suffer wrong
Slall keep them from despair.

Yo have no holts 50 massy,
No walls so thiek and higl,

But the holy sonse of Blossednoss
Shall moelt them from the oyo;

And through their erystal 'murements
The Peaco of God will some,

Till the prisener’s heart rijoices
In his glorious martyrdom,

Thon light the blazing farnace,
And beat the bissing brand;

The flanes which ye have kindled thero
Shall fire the indignant land?

Strike doop the glowing izon
YL the shirinking flesh eonsump,

Then 500! yourselves have traced the red
Handwriting of vour doom!

Read well those h:lr'ri.u_': ||‘tt-:r!,
And know what now awaits;

They mark the “Saviour o Tie Spave,"
They mean your Suiveren Stares!

Now pass it, “The Slave’s Saviour!"
Our wateliword, throngh the land;

And be our “arilamme" lli'lln'fl‘l‘llllg
The Freoman's Buaxoen Haxp!

As rings that thrilling watchword
Oppression’s heart shall quatl,

And while that Hund is lifted ap,
Our nrnies shall prevail,

And think yo, blinded Southrons,
Your holds are dunger-proof?

Soe, how beneath your weaver's land,
Grows fust the fatal woof'!

That web amund {]l-i)r-'i-lnll
Shall eoil with deadlier hurt

Than round the writhing Hervules
Clung once the Ceatanr's shirt,

Io! bravely drive tho shuttle
That fast the wool may grow,

A bunner for our vietor march,
A i tesliratsd for the foe.

For in God's own steength vietorious
The Deliverer shall be;

And though
And f receive yvour burning braand,

The Unton fally or Union stand,

T Boxvanay suavy gr eaee! “Farther, may I lend my hali® dollar?™
- - ——— WTo some spandthrift, boy!™
I s Krupvesy.=The (Quiney Aurors “1 won't lend it without good security.”
relatud 4 iy imeiacs b gslasan kind The father was pleased that his son had
wess in 4 parout the iden of pood security in his head; he |

wh

The boy
®in
up the o
driven nw ay by thae

wrs for o lung tige. and had wllen beer

blown.
oy, comnmonted an aclion agninst Lhe superin
tenident.

the fathier s now left to ropent of his lolly.

Look nel maurafully upon the Past, I\ comes
Wisaly wprove the Peesont.

nal back again.
Itisthine. Go furth to meel the shadowy fu

oitr Wood fed all vour land,

p owan killed at the depot of the
Eastorn Railcond in East Bayton, alwut & week
m, Jimd beaaa o tbe halit of Jainping off aud

iperintgastant, A few days
before thia anparintendent drove him ofl” with a
aliingle, with which he struck him tyvo ot three
‘The Father, instend of roproving the

This emboldened the boy to continue
the dangerous practios until he was killed, and

_ MISCELLANEOUS.
e

THE LENT HALF DOLLAR.

. 1, ALLEN D, D. his fingers on tho place, ‘He that giveth w
What ::n ::‘: e:vi:g:ﬂ‘?.niﬂ Arthur to the ': l“:;hi"h_‘;(l’ ;.:m Lolrul.' ln Ll “o;g
bl ) ' : all that writtan promise
2 littlo ragged boy that he overtook on his Ilt:nrhy'{:'“ SR AT WA T B
way home from the village school. There “Leot it o the Lord! He will never pay
was something In the kind of cryiog that led you,”
Ar:!mrrm ;.::iu that there was Bome serious «“You, ho will—he says he will repuy a-
cauna for it. gin.?

“I'm hungry,” vaid the boy, “and I can't
get nothing to eat.”
He don't go to our school, or ke would
have said get anytking to eat, But Asthar
did not stop to eriticise his language.
“Why Ion"l your mother give you some-
thing to eatl”

“She hasn’t anyuaing for herself,
aick and can't get up.’

“Where is your father!”

uf haven't any. He was drownded away
off at sea™

“Diowned, you should say:™ and them be
was sorry that he had said so, for it looked
as though he did not feel for his troubles.
“Where do you livel™

“Down there,” pointing to a miserable hut
in a distant lane.

“(Come with me, and 1'll get you some-
thing.” Arthur turned back, and the boy fol-
lowed him. He had a few centsin his pock-
ot, just enough, ay it proved, to buy a loaf of
bread. He gave it to sha boy, and tld kim
he would go home with him. The boy took
the loaf, and though he did not break 1%, he
looked at it so wissfully, thut Arhur took his
knife and cut off & picce and gave it 1o him
to enty he ate in a manner that showed that
he had not deccivid Arthur when he wld him
he was hungry. The tears came into Ar-
thur's eyos as ho saw him swallow the dry
bread with such engerness, He romember-
ed, with somo self-reproach, that he had some-
times complained when be had nothing but
bread aud butter for tea.  Outheir way to the
boy's bome, Arthur lenrned thas the family
had moved into the place about a week be-
fore; that his mother was taken sick the day
after they enne, and was unable to leave ber
bed; thatthere waa two children younger thun
himeelf; that their last food wna ealen the
duy before; dhat his mother had sent Lim out
to bey for the first time in his life; shal the
first person he saked told him beggars would
be put in jail, ko ho wue afraid b0 ask any-
budy else, but was veturning home when
Arthur dvertook him snd asked him what he
was crying for.
Arthur went in, and saw a good looking
woman on the bed, with ywo sall children,
crying, by her side. As be opened the doar,
he heard the oldest say, *Do mamma, give
me somothing to eat.”  They stopped erying
when Arthar and the boy came in.  The boy
ran to the bed, aw.wu hiswother the loal,
and pointing o wur, said, “He bought it
for mo."

“Phank yon,” said the woman, “may
God bless and give you the bread of elerual
life."?
The oldest little girl juraped up and down
in hor joy, and the youngest tried o seize the
Toaf, and strugeled hard to do o, but did not
speak. Sccing that the widow's hands were
weak, Arthur took the loal and cut off a
picce for the youngest first, and then for the
grirl and the boy. He gave the loal 1o the
widow. She ate a small picee, and then
elosed her eyes, and secmed to be enguged
in silont prayer.

“She must be ono of the Lord's poor,”
thonght Arthur,  “I’ll go and get something
else lor you a3 :ilu'n-.k us I can,™ sard Arshur,
and he departed.

He weat to Mrs, Bertan's who lived near
and told hier the story; and she binmediately
went some milk, and bread; and tea and wu-
gar, and butter, and sént word she would
come herself, a8 soon as she got the baby a-
slenp.
l i1'thnr had balf a dollur at home, which he
wished to give 1o the poor woman, His fa-
ther gave it to him for watehing sheep, aml
told him he must not spend is, but put it out
at intarest, or tade with it, 80 as o make some-
thing. He knew his father would not let
him give it away, fur he was not a christian
and thought of Little else than of saving and
making money. Arthur's mother died when
he was an infant, but with her last breath she
gave him to God.
When Arthur was five yoars old, he was
sent to school to & plous teacher, who eared
for his woul; and

2nd she s

struct him in the principles o
truth. The Holy Spirit helped her efforts,
and before he was eight years of age, there

gain,

Arthur was now in his tenth year. lle

ow, tid at length he hit upon a plan which
proved suceesstul,
His father was very deairous that he should
begin to act for himself in business matters;
such ns making bargains,
by his own judgment.

wise or not; but never censare him, lest he

responsibility.

plan.

in

nowing that he had no
teacher at home, she took unususl pains to in-
religions

was reason to hope that he had been born a-

considered how he shonld help the poor wid-

He did not wikh
him to ask his adviee in so doing, but to go
Afwr the business
wus done, he would show him whether it was

should discourage hitn fromacting on his own

In view aof these fucts, Arthur formed his

! Did you not ank my pesmission to bend
It Mave I ason that will deecive mel"

“No, eir,” said Arthur, “1 did lend i —
Ha opened his Bible, that he had ready with

1 thought you lind more sonxe,” said his
futher; but whis was not said in anangry tone.
The truth was the old man was pleased with
the ingennity, as he enlled it, of his boy.—
He did not wish to discournge that. So he
took out his purse, and handed Arthur halfa
dollar. *“Here, the Lord will never pay—I
must, or you will never sce your moucy a-
in."

WThank you, sir,” said Arthur. “In my
way of thinking,” said Arthur to himsell,
sithw Lord has paid me and much sooner than
Lexpocted, o 1 didn't hardly expect that
e would pay mo in money. T'he hearts of
all mon are in his hands, and the gold and
silver are hin; be has disposed my father to
poy itto me. Vil lend it agatm” :
Arthar kept up the habit of lending his
spare money o the Lord all his days, nnd he
was paid fourfuld and often severul thnes
oVer.

A very safe way of leading money is that
of lunding it w0 the Lord.—New York Ob-
server,

SCENE IN A COURT HOUSE.
1 liave searcely witnessed one, of any char-
aoter, these four years past. 1 went into a
Cours House, the last week, to witness the
closing defence of a criminal trial—1 was
wortified and ashamed 10 see 2 j'mm{; bar-
rister, acting for the governinent, display the
zenl of & pimie partizan, for the eonviction
of the prisoner. Partizan zeal s tolerable
in the eostending counsel in a eivil suit,—
where nothing but money i at stake on ei-
ther wide. But bere the result wis W be the
Stite Prison on the one side, to a young
man with a family of litte ehildron,—and on
the other a sue essful atemptofl the Govern-
meat to regcus @ oitizan from punishment,
which is the legal duty of the State, I hald,
whenever it possibl? ean. The law pre-
surmes innocence, and the State oughtto keop
good the lpresumphmx. if possible, against
the complainant in ita  behalf. But the
young eounsellor seemed to labor to procure
the unfortumate prisoncr’s convietion. |
would not attribute any worse motive to him
than a desire o establish a professional rep-
utation. That he could attempt this; at such
a sk of the prisoner, scemed to me hord
hearted, 1 have thonght highly of the pro-
fession of the Law colnpnmj with divinity;
but really it is a eruel ane. He wasa young,
ecdueated man—gentlemanly dressed, and
apparently in easy circumstances; struggling
before a Jury, agonizing almost, to get them
to send a poor fellow, three or four years, to
the State Prison. He might aboutas kiadly
have fhvidored bim on the spot.  Himself
would mther be shot dead, than sent there.
Aud w0, evidently, had the wretched prison-
er. The Counsellor, the Jury and the Court
did not seem to care any more about him
than if he had been o earcass they were ex-
perimenting on, in glvanism. The Jury
scemed quite at ease, zs though they had
nothing very frying to themselves on their
minds, The Judge appeared desirous of
discharging his part ereditibly,—anxious for
the Law, but pot at all troubled lest that
ynun;i man, the prisoner, should be tom
from bis family and sent to the State Prison.
He might have been troubled about it,—but
it did not appear.  Perhaps il he had carod
any thing ubout the fite of the prisonor, it
would have disqualificd Lim to pass sentence.
I went in, in the alternoon, o hear the
verdiet of the Jury; for 1 ¢ould’nt stay to wit-
nesa fhe efforis of the young rnuu.».'e[, for the
State.  While the jury delayed, T heard the
rastling of chalus, and an officer eame in,
conducting two convieted men to receive
their sentence. They were chained together.
Ono of them had been convieted of passing
a counterfeit dollar, and the other of altering
a promissory note. The laiter was suid to
be a man ol hitherto irreproachable eharac-
ter; and he looked the very picture of despair.
His entrance and the mttling of his chain,
and his conntenance of death attracted but
little attention, and apparently awaked no
sympathy ot all. 1 was a spectator. 1 will
not gay any thing of my own feelings.—
They were undoubtedly morbid, The Clerk
at length called the men by name and read
them their sentenee, 1t was serions o them,
but the elerk did not seem to be aware of it
He read it audibly—and aceurately, and
with proper emphasis. It consigned one of
the men to three days solitary confinement,
and three years hard labory—the other to six
days solitary confinement, and eight years
hard labor, in the State Prison, 'T'his man
has o wife and soven children, When his
sentence was read, he setded down in the
box, as i he had received a bullet in his
bosam, and his eountenance looked as 1
should suppose & man's would who had re-
ceived & mortal gunsshot wound. The judge,
in a very quict business like way said, “Mr.
Sherifl let the prisoners be remanded.” He
then proceeded in the sane tone, to docide a
motion for & continuance of n eivil suit,
about which two attarneys were tlking to
him, They none of them, seemed to be

ed Arthur to decide that for himsell.
told him to dend it bus be sareful not 19 lose
it

'l be sure about that,™ said Arthur,

befere she had timo o thank him,

g mx
put aut his money.
“Yes, sir,” said Arthur,
“Who did you lend it so"

house.
There was u frown

e withoul loar, and with 3 manly heast.

ther's brow gs he ouid, * Do you call thut lend

would not inquire what it was for; he wish-

He

Arthur took his all dol'ar and mn to the | were engaged in effueting that ronfinuance.
poor widow and gave it to bher, and came a-

t night, his fatber asked him if ho bad

“J gave itto o starving widowin Mr, Hase's | lation to him.

thering on bis fa- | man, apd he would not be troated as prison-

| aware of what had happened to the men in
chaing. And when the offiver conduetod
them out, one of them luoking more like
| dead wan than a Tiving, T almest wished he
was a dead man, for s sake and his funi-
: | ly's—and their chaing mttled on the conrt-
| house floor—it escaped the notice of the
[Judge and the attormcys ultogether. “They

Those prisoners eame ta Coneord in the same
stage with me. 1 talked with the Shenll
about them, He said ho never had seean
wan suffer like the man I last mentioned, |
went to him, upob the top of the stage, and
tried d0 ingpart some little gleame of conso-
I told him the warden of the
Prison was a very bumaoo and kiad-hearted

o (orimerle ware tagiad—and thot there

wan o
It wae like conwaling the dead. !
thank mo, for he aaw | had somn foeling for
him—but, oh, mid he, you L
He waid it in the tones of abuolute despair.
Lcould not help him, sure suough—but 1
thought it might abate his misery a listle to
know that [ pitied him. The stige landod
him at the prison

the liitde interest §do hes for a eonvietl
and sentonand man—with Y Skw's chain

deal of sympathy felt for lboa—
I des He tried ta

ean't help me.

tegdefore enrrying me
to my home,and T‘uw the wretched mon
entor the stone house. He fullowed the
officer without seeting to notice any ohject.
1 don't know a& it s dllowable to murifost

about his ancle. It wonld disgmer, proba-
bly any paper bot mine. But I thought 1
would say thus muel about him.

Wilen that man eomes out ol that prison
ngain, hin children will oss of Usem, be
grown up, and he will be altered some ns
well as they,  May be his wife will not be
living.—Rogers' Hernld of freedom,

CONFESSION OF JOHN B. GOUGH.
Mr. Gough appeared before the committon
at the hour appointed.  His appearange was
much a8 heretofure with the exeeption of a
fullen and softened expression of countes
nance, which becnme bitn om 80 peouliar an
occusion.  Having been requested to speak,
he gave utterance to the following eonfes-
siony, which was pronounced ina firm and
manly, but modest tone:—

Beloved Brothen:—To mee this ocension
seems g0 extrondinary—it s so different
from what 1, and you too, had any reason to
expect, a few days ago—that you must bear
with me if my manner and matter alvo should
appear rather confused. luleed, (said the
spedker, much affectod, and leaning against
the wall,) Zam nof well!

No language could convey to the reader
an idea of the tope in which liu-.w Inst words
were \ tered, nor of the thrilling effect that
they had upob his auditors. ]}

I say Nor wenL—I speak not of physieal
illness; but it is here—Oh! my God! it is
here—(he laid his hand wpon his heart) who
shall say what a doy may bring fortht  Al!
deatly have | learned toappreciate the sacred
iujunction of the invineible Paul—*Lethim
that thinketh he standeth, tuke heed lest he
fll " 1 have, indeed, preached to others,
and bave mysolf beeoins o eastawny! I
man never forgives me—{for [ huve no righ:
to expect forgiveness from man—IL, in my
present low estate, do still hear n voics from
Calvary; I hear those blessed tones of merey
— My gruee is sufficient for thee 1" (Here
the eloquent speaker covered his fice with
his hanss, and burst into a flood of tears,)

Who says that my disgrace is a disgrace
to the glorious eause of temperancel Whe
says that my unworthy apustacy—no, no, |
will not use that word, Who says that my
temptation and my weakness entail dishonor
upon the great cause of which 1 have beon
so unworthy an advozatel  Letsuch, il any
there be, compare the loss and the gain—
Liet them call up the hosts of redeemed men
and wornen: let them summon the wives
and children who, in every town, by the
geaside amd by the woods, in city and couns
try, bless God every morning that they rise,
und every evening that they lay down, for
the plorious pedge—that pledge which
saitehied o father and @ husbud from the
arns of roin—that drove back the rushing
wave from their dwollings—that mised the
fallen man from the miry pit and placed hia
feet upon a rock.
Would they eompare my single fault with
all this redemption! who looks wt the sun o
see one spotupon his dise, und then sweurs
there ia no daylight because that glarions orb
containg a few obscurations upon e sur-
fucel
Nuy, what is my own case in connection
with the Great Temperance Causel what is
a fly upon the mill-wheel™ what is a drop in
the oceant
Have b, indeed, given evidence of my sin-
eerity!  Oh, let those who think so, i se-
customed to the intoxicating cup—Ilet them
try but for one year, for one month, or for
one week, to conquer the inextinguishuble
thirst that consumes their being—they will
learn how much sincerity is required to ab-
stain, for a short Ume, from the seductive
how] !

Beloved Brethren! Ieould not say less,but
I must proceed with my narretive.  You are
alrendy aware—and thunks to the intemper-
ate editors, the public are pretty generally
nware, of the situation in which 1 was fuund,
It is vecessary that | give a detuiled acoount
of the fucts, I could well wish to be spur-
ed this duty; but like the Spartan boy, 1
must nerve mysel to endure ity though the
fire eat into my heart,

In the eity of New York there is a little
edifice, ot the corner of Centro and Reade
stroots, of unigque construction, being made
up principally of glass lights. Here 1 re-
paired o get o glass of sodn with o friend
who had invited me, whose nnme it is unue-
cessary o mention, 48 1 believe he was
guiltless of any evil intention. The sody
wits drmwn for me; but the man had no syrup
in his shop, and used Lucina Cordial ws a
substitute,

Sueh was the peeuliar elfvet of this condial
upon e, that I lost the use of my reasoning
fxculties wa groat degree; my old appetiwe
for ardent spirits revived in me as iff some in-
fervad demon had beea permitted o Jash the
unresisting helin of my judgment—thrown a-
way the compass—and tien let loose ull the
winds of heaven upon my pilotless bark, As
1 wilked down Cloutre street | felt thie most
intense desire for women and wine. As |
passed tha taverns and bar rooms, | could
soarerly resist the inclination to rush jn and
'.1'.:"’)‘ III'\' I‘T‘l‘illg ﬂ]l!ll‘l]lf‘.

Lo passing Dothran’s corner, 1 met a you
woman, an sequaintanee of some years” stapd-
ing, who was tying her shoe, Bui;ag dark,
1 accidentally touched hor elhow in passing.
She then recog i'ed me “nd called me by
nime; | stopped, and altor & mowent’s cone
vemution, she requesid we to call with her
and see n fallen sisier whoin she was desj-
rous of rescuing from the abyss of uip,  Aa
it is 2 part of my mission to redeein the jost,

piee that o
with her & bocse in Walker strevt, where
found un elderly lad
femalo eompanion.

wation, a feeling. hardly to be deseribod iw
words came aver me—the burning, raging
appetite for liquors.
found in the house only added to the R
| gave money to a youug woman, and proens-
ed more; and here iny memory fails, W hat
happene:
the muniae wha atruggles with his

seshony the vorex. | aum!r-!i_
y and the sister of ny
After o tedions eonvers

The little which was#

| aferwards, | ean no more tell thin
ehainn in
the aeylum: for manises,  From that womient
all i chavs. !
My example, moro than worda, bids “hiux
that standethy take heed lest he fall."”

T hiope to be aguin in the field. 1 hope 1o
stand befor the pubdie with all my wounds
and bruises vpon nu=—a inonement bl the
dueda of rume—a mouanwent of the worey of
God! T hope to do more than | lave weer

| yer done—to wrest the sevpire from King Al-

enlwoly and trmple in the dast the mighty foe,
froie which | am delivered.

Reseeer vou Coxstarxscy.—Some tiune
since two heathien hoyw were b to this
gountry to obtaina Christiun eduention. The
eyvil of ramalrinking bad beon wo wnpressod
upon their minds by our Missiopanies, as +»
render ity in their estimation, ineoiagatitls
with the purity of religion.  Onlund iugs. the s
were invited 1o sharo n pleasant home witle
a citizen distinguished for hospitality, wlwse
kindness shey amply repaid by their ehoer-
ful, artleas manners, lI;urng their stay, the
host wae visited by a distinguished elergy=
e, whom hey in 0 most atlectionnte man=
ner, introdeed 1o the boys as a *Michanary,'®
(adopting thedr own pronunciation.) The
boys scemod awe-struck with the presenee of
s0 high a dignitary; and seated thomwelves
in a distant part of the room, silent and re-
served. At length the host stepped to the
aidehonrd and got the weleome decanter for
bis guest.  No sooner had the elerpymun & <
ken a draught than the spell was dinsolved,
and springing from their seats they moved
off, maying, **fe oo Michanary! Michine=
ry no drink rum!

O. M. E. Convrnesen, —1'he largs bedy of
Ministors compoming thie Conference, cenvensd
at Cincinnati on Wednesday morning & week.—
Bishop Hamline is the presiding offives, sk she
MRove J M, I'rimble was wlectad Seprelary
The various asniniitiers wore appoinicd § repotis
refarred Lo sard compnitiecs. On Thursday netu-
ing, Bishop Souls, who sdbnres to tha Muthods
int Bphawopal Charol, South, was iavited v ke
tha enair.  The eon arence wan not willing ta
rerogiiae him as ite presiding officer, snl edupt-
ed & reeulution by an slnest upapimsiue vole,
expiesaing it ax luexpedient and highly  isie
proper,’ for ieliops who linve separaiad tew-
selvan (rum the jurisdietion of tw Methodin
Episcapal Cliureli. 1o vreside al suy senfurenes
composing said ehorck

Strive to be pure i thuugnt, i our mind is
fran fiom evil, vir actions will be alen; lat as
nover intend, maeh less commit u 'wrong sci,

Man Lyeado a by, move in light, ped 1 ae
leing n luve.

New Ganpes—David L. Galbreath,
Coremmiana—Lot Holines,

Coor Sprixa—1". Ellwood Viekars,
Mantoono'—Dr. K. G, Thomaa,
Bentax—Jacob H. Barnes,
Casrierp—John Wetmore,
Lowervirie—Dr. Butler,
Poraxp—Chinstopher Lee,
Yousastows—J. 8. Johnsen,

New Lyse—Ianuibal Reeve,
Axnoy—"Thomas P, Beach.

New Lispon—(ieorgpe Gurretson,
Cisemvwati—William Deonaleon,
Sameviune—James Farmer,

East Fainrigio—John Marsh,
Favrsros Pa.,—Joseph B, Conle.

————

JAnti Stavery Publications.
3. BLIZABETE EITCESDEE has

i'uul. receivod aml has now for sale at
warding hionse, Sarah Galbreuth's, wost end
of High st., the

FOLLOWING PUBLICATIONS

THE CONSTITUTION A PRO-SLAV-

ERY COMPACT, or sgLecTions puos

rie Mapisox PParkes,

Thin work contains the discusaionn on the

subject of Slavery in the Convention that

framed the Constitution, Those who wisks
to know the character of that instrument and
the design of those who framed it, would de
well to examine the Madison Papers. Price,

25 cents,

THE BROTHERHOOD OF THIEVES,
Of A THUE PICTURE OF THE AMRRIEAN
Cuuncn axn Cresoy, by 5. 8, Foster,

A durk and loathsome, but true picture.~
Price 124 cents.

COME OUTERISM, or THE DuTY oF as-
CESS10N FIOM A CORRUPT Onurcn, by Wn.
Gaoodell.

The urgumants are unanswerable,
3 cents,

THE AMERICAN CHURCH +ux BUL-
WARKS OF AMERICAN SLAVERY,
by Jiumeos G. Bimoy,

Facts indisputable; sofficient to eondemn
all of lis party who remuin in pro-slavery
chiurches.—Price 134 centa,
SGARRISON'S POEMS,™ a neat

volume.—=Prige 31 cents.

SARCHY MOORFE, on e mzyoir gr 4
anave,” hy Richard R, Hildroth,

(oo of the most boautifully writtey wapks
thot has over been issued from  the anti-uley
very prose—Prica 30 cents.

WIHE OFFERING, » collestiog of agti-

slavory pieces jo prose & verse—~Prios 31

cnnin.

WYOICES OF PHE TRUE HEARTED™
From No, | to 6 inclusive, 3 beautiful and

cheap periodical of a mformatory charseter,

374 cents the set.

PORTRAIT OF LUCRETIA MOTT, »

boautifully exceuted, and eorrect likeness...

374§ ocots,

Price

linle

and to raise the fallen, 1 gladly eonsented,
ulthrugh mysell stending on the wery preei-
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